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and immortal art of Titian surrounded by the work of
his disciples, some of the greatest artists of all time.
The Father of the Prado is Titian ; his work perfect in
sweetness and strength and wisdom; the sweetness of
youth with all its perfection; the strength of manhood,
its endless desire, its achievement; the wisdom of old
age, its renunciation, its passionate sincerity and peace;
was the nucleus, as it were, of this almost matchless collec-
tion, and it is the work of those painters who own him as
their master, Greco, Velasquez, Rubens, Vandyke, Poussin,
and Watteau, that, for the most part, we may find to-day,
hanging beside his splendid and fading canvases, wit-
nesses to the immortal beauty and vitality of his genius
the necessity for his art.
Critics of Titian have sometimes spoken as if the only
characteristic of his genius were a wonderful sensual, or
at least sensuous, strength expressing itself in colour, and
apparent, for instance, in such a picture as La Bella
in the Pitti Gallery. Others have found in him an
extraordinary vitality running to coarseness, from which
ideas are excluded, in which we see merely the delight of
one so strong, so full of life, in flesh, that under his hand
has certainly put on immortality, but that is how much
less than the clear truthful work of Velasquez, the un-
happy profound work of Rembrandt But for some of
us, it may be, his work seems still the most beautiful and
the most vital that has ever been given to us by any
artist He seems to have summed up the Renaissance
for us just as it was passing away, and in a more splendid
and living fashion than Raphael in his perfect and
learned way, a little pedantic, a little fearful perhaps
of the immense vitality of life; or than Michelangelo, that
great sorrowful genius, whose work seems ever to be
about to rise from the dead, were able or willing to do.
He has created with joy. The beauty of his work is